7heHiiim»J 

Thou haft redeemed thy loft opinion. 

And (hewde thou makdt fomc tender ofmy life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought tome. 

Pm, O God they did me loo much iniunc, 

Thateucr faid,l harkened to your death; 

Ifit werefojimight hauc let alone 
The inlulting hand ot Douglas ouer you. 

Which would hauc becneasfpeedy in your end, 

As all the poyfonous potions in the world 
Andfaude thc^rcchcrous labour ofy our fbnne* 

JCift. Make vp to Clifton, ilc to 5.Nicholas Cavyfcy.fA'if JC. 
Enter i^otjfur. 

Hot, If I miftakc not, thou art Harry Monmouth, 

Pm, Thou fpcakft,as if I would deny my name. 

H«t. My name is Harry Percy. 

Vrin, Why then I fee a very valiant rebcll of that namcj 

lamthePrince ofWalcsjandthinkenotPercyi . 

Tofliare with mein glory any more; 

Two ftars keepe not their mofibri in one Iphere, 

Nor can one England brookc a double raigne^ 

GfHarry Percy and thePrince of Wales. 

Hpi, Now fliall it Harry ,£br the howre iscome, . 

To end the one of vs , and would to God 
Xbynamein Armes,werenow as great as mine. 

Pm. He make it grcater,crc I pqrt ftom thee 
And all the budding honours on thy creft, 
lie crop to make a garland for my head. 

Htf/, lean no longer brookc thy vanities, 

Jhejfi^t . EnterFdlfia/ffe, 

Tal. Well faid Hal, to it'Hd/.N iy,yo u ftiall J^nd n,t» boycs' v 
play here,l can tell you , 

EnterT^englasJjejlghtith wth VdlJialfftjhefalt 
downe ^ast/he were dend^hc prme ■ 
kdleth)?ercj. 

Mot. OhHarry,thou haftrobdme ofmy youth 
I better brookc the lofle of brittle life, 

Then thofc proud titles thou haft won of me,. , 


Ju 


JJenrjthefmth^ 

They wtoundmy thoughts ,worfc then ihy fwerd my ilcfti 
But thought’s the flaue of life, and life times fbole, 

Andtimcthat takesfuruay ofall the world, 

Muft hauc a ftop.0,1 could prophcfic 
But that the earth, and cold hand of death 
Lies onmytongue:naPcrcy,tfaou art thift 
Andfoodfor 

Priw.For wormes^braue Percy .Fare thee v\'ell,greatheart^ 

III wcau’dambition, bow much artthou ftirunkc? 
when that this bpdy-did containe a fpirit 
Akingdomefpr it was foo fniallaboti^ncl,’ c- ■ 

But now two paces «f the vilcftcartbn^i' 

Is roonie enoughithis earth that beaerkthe dcad^ 
BcaresnotaliuefbftoutaGentlcman, *bir ; 

Ifthou wert fcnfiblc of curtefie - 
lOiouldnotmakefagrclieraftiewafzeale: > - 3 ooijc ( 

But let my fauours hide thy mangled face, : ; ' V 
And eaenin thy bchafte,ile thankemy fclfe, 

For doing thefefairc rites of tcnderncs. 

Adieu, and take thy gpife with thee to hean«i,'ii^ j l - ; i 
Thy ignomyjflecpc vy hh thee in thegrame, n.a 1 . - : - -h i 
Mnotresnembe^Mithy Epitaph. 1 ';r.' ■ ■ ■ , - ' ' /■* 

What,oldacguain^nce,c0ttldnot'allihisfielh> - ' . 

Keepe in a h ttlc lifespooiiolacke hiceweily ; ' oi ! 1 ^ , ■ ■ 

I could hauc better fparde a better man, 

G,I ihould haue a hcauy mifTe of thee i 
Iflwcrc muchin lone with vaiity, . - * 

Death bath not ftropke fefeire a Djecre’foday* * ; ■ . - . 
Thopgh man y dearer, imthis bloody fray ■ ■ : . ■ 

.Imbnyvcldcwilll'lccthc-eby and by! ■ • ■ 

Till then in-.bloud by noble Percy lie, 

. SalBgJfferiJethvpi 

tonft J thou imbowcl me to day,ile gitidy ouleauc 

too tomorrow.Z&loodvf .v^s time 
lot t paid‘ii cicot and 

e feitjfor he is but the counterfeit of a roa,who hath not 


; I i 
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